his New College photographs on the walls of his little home and
sometimes tuned in to London on his radio. We had an
enormous celebration. The Mayor and the deputy and the
doctor and one or two prosperous farmers came in and we drank
freely of the excellent Smederevo wine. Having occasion to go
to the lavatory I found it occupied by a young sucking pig which
greeted me with loud squeals, and an hour or two later this
same animal, grinning in death, was served and we ate him
with appetite, for roast sucking pig, as they know in Serbia, is a
thing that the gods themselves would not despise.

And we ate and we drank, and we drank and we ate, and at
last, comatose but happy, we set out for Belgrade, and a longish
drive of many miles passed like a flash. It was a clear Balkan
night, starry and cool. London, the war, Germany all seemed
far away. This was Serbia, and I liked it. Perhaps, I should
find myself living here some day.

269